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Author's Notes: 
Back at it again with the shining fics.. 


Yeah okay if you're actually suicidal please don't take any of this seriously, here's a website with a list of 
suicide hotlines per country. 
Dial away: http://ibpf.org/resource/list-international-suicide-hotlines 


It wasn't every day The System makes an irreconcilable mistake like appointing Niklas Kvarforth as a suicide 


prevention respondent. 


In fact.one could argue that thats a very very avoidable mistake but somehow not avoidable enough because 
here he fucking was. 
Niklas Kvarforth, pretty boy in the flesh sitting in his own cubicle waiting patiently for his first caller. 


Originally he was met with resistance from Christian, who claimed that there was a limit to limit to the 


amount of crimes one can commit before they annex your celebrity status card (pshhh). 


He was also met with some form of protest from Peter Huss (it was that or a drunken request for more 
tequila) and even Hellhammer (who he had parted on horrible terms with after mistaking his drum sticks for 
chopsticks) had somehow heard the news that someone was stupid enough to hire Niklas Kvarforth of Shining 


as a suicide prevention hotline respondent. 


Hellhammer had told them that, between them two, suicide didn't really flourish the band much more hinder it 


with an awkward lawsuit involving the Ohlin family and the infamous other spaghetti incident. 

Niklas rolled his eyes at him before reminding him that he was projecting, and he wasn't trying to convince any 
of his band members to commit suicide to begin with (okay.maybe he wouldn't mind it if Peter croaked.) and 
Hellhammer mentioned Christian Larssons striking resemblance to Dead before Niklas reminded him again that, 
Christian Larsson isn't dead, literal both name sense and in the organic sense and that Christian Larsson isn't 
mentally deranged..except when it came to Call Of Duty but we can forget that detail for now. (Although 
deranged was a tad bit of an understatement, he had his screen name as "God of Cod" and his avatar was his 


face photoshopped on a cod holding a sniper rifle) 


Hellhammer got pissed and Niklas also reminded him that his mother should've aborted him in his deformed 


fetal state. 
Well that went well. 


His first caller rang about an hour in the job and to his displeasement it was Christian who was taking a smoke 


break from COD 
"Whaddddup" he drawled, his voice granular over the receiver. 


"You. From a noose. Why are you fucking calling?" Niklas growled as Marta from two cubicles down gave him a 


funny look. 
| wanted to check in to see how many deaths you're responsible for" 


"Yours soon! Stop calling!" And he hung up before crossing his arms and waiting for the next caller. It came 


roughly twenty two minutes and thirty eight seconds later. 
"Niklas Kvarforth speaking" he said. 


The voice sobbed through the phone about how much he wanted to die because now their asshole was 


prolapsed due to playing ‘sticks' far too often with the family dog. 
Excited, yet somewhat disgusted Niklas began to talk: 


"Yeah no suicide is totally the answer, | recommend jumping off the tallest building in Stolkholm, it has a really 


really nice view, you'll love it. Great parking too although that doesn't really matter now does it?" 


And just like that Niklas began a revolution. 


"Yeah you do know you spiked suicide rates by like.II0%. right?" Christian deadpanned, phoning him in roughly 
two and a half weeks later on a Monday night. 


"| know, isn't it grand?!" He said, happier then he's ever been in his thirty something years on this big ball of 
horse shit. 


"Well. Swedens kind of in a state of national emergency so to be honest.l'm pretty impressed Nik, good job" 
Christian said. 


He licks his upper lip as he imagines the younger man in his boxers, playing call of duty as he screams "go kill 
yourself you fucking fal!" Into the headset (and the subsequent suicides that result form the show of 


passion) 
"Oh are you now?" He asked, his voice a flirtatious growl that hopefully doesn't sound like a pregnant Narwhal. 


"Oh yeah." he breathes, his voice dramatic and drawn out and Niklas realizes he's probably shaking his dice 
right now. Huh. 


"Well, Chrille, as much as I'd looooove -he stretches the love out to remind the blonde just how much he 
wants to swap spit with him- to have phone sex with you right now.! have more suicides to be responsible 


for" 


He can practically feel the pout resonating through the speaker "okay then big guy, you do you thing" his voice 


is literally the ",)" emoticon and that's kind of ironic anyway since Christian is much taller then him. 
"See you later alligator" he promises sensually. 
"In a while crocodile ;)" fuck.. 


Leaning back in his rolley chair Niklas feels pretty proud of himself, he even considers telling his mom about 
his great acheivement but he knows how his mom feels about suicide and how his mom isn't really above 


grounding her almost middle aged son. 


He reclines, closing his eyes as the imagined sound of people falling to their deaths is theoretical music to his 


ears. 


There's shitty top 40s radio playing in the background as he thinks of all of the dirty things he'll do to 
Christian when he gets home but right now he sees the hotline bling.and that can only mean one thing. 


-end- 


